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	1. Chapter 1: the beginning

_For an ephemeral moment, she swore she saw wings on their backs. So she took a picture, scared that they would fly off somewhere and leave nothing behind._

The bustling hallways filled with people, the conversations that permeated the corridors, the restlessness of the footsteps as they rushed to get to their destination, this place was where dreams were made and broken all in the same day, a place where bonds that last a lifetime are made, a place that could be called the picturesque definition of youth or another hell, and the word that bound these definitions together, school.

"transfer huh, at this time of year? And all the way from Tokyo too! But I'm not surprised, with your background you look like you could handle anything!" She watched as the small teacher flipped through the manila folder with ease, inspecting each and every aspect of the confidential portfolio. The girl stood near the teacher as she fiddled uncomfortably with her fingers.

"thank you," Her face flushed a deep red as she looked down in embarrassment, secretly happy with his praise, "but sensei about the-"

"Wow, you went to such a prestigious school! Why the transfer though?" The folder was shut with a small thud as it was placed back on the messy table after a thorough examination. The faculty room was filled with teachers as classes were nearing to an end and it was similar to the cacophony of students in the morning.

"it just… happened like that I guess," Instinctively, her hand brushed a lock of her dark brown hair, a color that had never changed since the day she was born, behind her unpierced ears. "Anyways sensei about that-"

"yes yes, of course, I'd be more than happy to have such a qualified student covering the activities of our volleyball team" From behind his glasses his eyes sparkled and with both hands, he grasped hers as a sign of gratitude.

"well actually…" She stared at the literature teacher, who frankly, looked like he could be the same age as her. His black hair stuck out everywhere, and it didn't help that he was wearing glasses that she could find students wearing today. She took a deep breath, trying to pick the words that would best clear up the misunderstanding. She was not actually interested in Volleyball, it just the most advantageous position that the school newspaper had to offer. Everyone else had joined one already and besides, taking an active part in a club would look good on her already impressive resume for college. But because of her status as a transfer student, she was to be put into a makeshift position until paperwork was settled and so instead of going into a more career oriented club she was forced to take whatever positon was available. But before she could say anything, a strange noise that could be interpreted as a bell resonated across the room, and it was a signal that the conversation would have to be postponed.

"We can talk on the way, I have to tell the club the good news," as he stood up, papers from his desk flew up into the air, "hurry!"

She stared as he motioned for her to follow him. The situation kept getting more and more difficult by the minute, and she didn't know how to tell him that she had zero idea of helping the volleyball club. All Kurumi wanted was something impressive to put on her college application because for her, nothing else really mattered besides her education. The newspaper club assigned members specific clubs to follow in order to have complete coverage. Apparently in the past, Karasuno volleyball club was famous but now all that was left were the remnants of a legend which is why no one really wanted to take on the responsibility.

"Kurumi-san, right?" He turned around and flashed a smile at her as he continued walking through the hallways.

"Ah, yes, uh sensei-" She raised her voice again in an attempt clear the misunderstanding that this was only a tentative position for her.

"I'm so happy you're here. I actually don't know a lot about volleyball but I somehow became the faculty adviser for the club. I really want to help them out but as someone who doesn't have a lot of experience in volleyball, what I can do is so limited. I know that this doesn't sound promising as other clubs so I just wanted to properly thank you," Takeda Ittetsu expressed his sincere feelings and Kurumi could sense the earnestness in his voice and she knew that she could not bring herself to say no to him after what he had said.

"but anyways, you wanted to say something before?" Takeda pushed his glasses up with his index finger and awaited her response.

"… it's nothing, I just wanted to tell you how excited I am to be working with you," she smiled politely at him. The two of them walked briskly past the classrooms filled with students, conversing about what their plans were after school and for the first time in a long time, Kurumi felt as if she was in a normal high school.

"Well here we are," He announced motioning to the grandiose gym of Karasuno."To be honest, I haven't met all the new members yet. There's a fresh batch of first years that I haven't seen yet, but they're all good kids, you'll see what I mean when you meet them."

With a somewhat lacking introduction he opened the doors to the gymnasium and Kurumi was struck with a blinding light.

"We have a practice match with Aobajousai high school!" He dashed in at full speed, the delight on clearly plastered onto his face.

Kurumi watched from behind as the members of the volleyball team gathered around him and made a huge commotion about this practice match. As Takeda was explaining the details of the practice match as well as the conditions, Kurumi stared at each one of the people present in the gymnasium. She split them into two categories: scary and friendly. On the scary side were three people: a tall blonde male with glasses, who in her eyes seemed like a giant, a male with a buzz cut, who seemed to be angry all the time, and another male who looked studious but had an overwhelming aura around him. Conversely, on the friendly side there were four people: a male with freckles, who looked eternally nervous, a gray haired male who was emitting a sense of stability, another black haired male who she was able to distinct as the captain, a very short orange haired boy who reminded her of a dog and a beautiful girl who looked like she could be a model.

"Also, I'd like to introduce you to Kurumi, she'll be helping us gain popularity through exposure via the school newspaper. She'll be around often because her job is to basically follow us around and record our activities!" Takeda gave her a slight push towards the group and she slid into the gym. Her eyes darted back to her teacher and he gave her a reassuring look.

"Hello, I'm Kurumi, 2nd year, nice to meet you," She said as she stepped into the middle of the circle of people that were gathering around her.

The team captain was the first to shake her hand and just by being accepted by him, she felt a feeling of comfort, "Daichi Sawamura, 3rd year, Captain,"

"I'm Koushi Sugawara, also 3rd year and if you have any questions, don't hesitate to ask!" The gray haired boy now known as Sugawara said. Kurumi turned her head to greet the next person, only to find that no one was there.

"I could have sworn that someone was here," she muttered to herself.

"This is Tanaka," Sugawara laughed, pushing Tanaka towards her, "he's a little shy,"

"R…ryosuke tanaka," The thug looking boy stuttered, looking down and Kurumi couldn't help but notice his personality was nothing like his appearance.

"Don't mind him," A soft voice echoed next to her, "Kiyoko Shimizu, 3rd year, manager."

At the sound of such a feminine voice, Kurumi jumped and she felt her shoulders tense up, "It's a pleasure to meet you!" She exclaimed in a voice a little bit louder than she expected. The first years all turned and stared at her.

"uh.. I'm Yamaguchi Tadashi, 1st year…", the freckled boy trailed off as he gave her a somewhat aloof smile, "oh and this is—"

"Tsukishima, Tsukishima Kei," The blondie peered down at her intimidatingly with a frown on his face. She immediately felt as if she had shrunk to the size of a toddler as he stared down at her, his body looming over hers.

"Ah, don't worry about him, he's just a jerk!" The orange haired kid exclaimed, sticking his tongue out at him, "I'm Hinata Shouyo!"

As soon as his mouth curved into a smile, she felt her heart melt as if he was her adopted puppy. She felt a sense of responsibility towards him, as if he needed to be protected.

"…cute," she quietly blurted out and immediately turned red when she realized she had accidentally said that out loud.

"huh?" Hinata tilted his head and looked back at her with an innocent expression.

"n…nothing!" She quickly covered up, embarrassed.

"Kageyama Tobio," The smart looking male shot out his hand at her and looked at her directly in the eye, showing no signs of embarrassment.

Kurumi jumped back at the sudden action and slid her hand out reluctantly to shake his. He eyed her suspiciously as if he didn't trust her and she made a mental note to herself that he was going to be hard to be friends with. She was astounded by all the new faces that surrounded her, the many different shades of people and personalities. Although she had just met them, there was something warm about them, like a fireplace in the winter. As soon as introductions were over, most of the members of the group scattered, as they dispersed to go home.

* * *

><p>As soon as Kurumi was about to leave to go home, a hand gently tapped her on the back.<p>

"S..senpai," Yamaguchi looked away as she turned to face him, "I think the group members are going to eat nikuman together…i…if it isn't a bother… would you like to come with us?"

"is that okay?" Her eyes widened as she received the invitation, amazed that someone was asking her something that was not related to schoolwork.

"Of cour—"

"Well, they're obligated to invite you, now that you're part of the team," Tsukishima interrupted, poking his head in front of Yamaguchi's.

"Tsukki!" Yamaguchi exclaimed, his eyes darting nervously between Kurumi and Tsukishima, feeling the tension between them.

Kurumi cocked her head to the left and narrowed her eyes at the blonde giant. He was a first year, wasn't he? And she was a second year, wasn't she? Clearly, something was missing.

"Oi," her face crinkled, "don't you think you're being too disrespectful here? I'm a year older than you,"

"It's just a year and besides you're so short that it's so hard to see you as a senpai," Tsukishima smirked as he looked down at her, clearly amused with her reaction.

Suddenly, something snapped inside of her, and she had the sudden urge to wipe that cocky grin off his face and snatch his glasses away from his face. Thankfully, before she had the chance to, Yamaguchi intervened in between them, "Senpai! He's just kidding, right Tsukki?"

"Of course," Tsukishima shrugged, with the grin still on his face.


	2. Chapter 2: nikuman

Summers are so hot, I feel bad for my dog because think of all that excess heat that comes from their fur. Also electricity is expensive so turning on the AC is expensive... sigh summer.

As always any comments, thoughts are much appreciated 3

* * *

><p><em>"Friendship is a strange feeling,"<em>

Yamaguchi sighed as he tried to be the mediator between his best friend and the cute senpai he had just met. The three of them walked down the street in this exact order, Kurumi, Yamaguchi, and Tsukishima in order to avoid a fight from breaking out. Every now and then, Tsukishima would throw a nasty implied insult at her, and then he would try to unsuccessfully convince her that it was not an insult and that she was interpreting it the wrong way.

"Yamaguchi!" Kurumi yelled, detaching him from his thoughts.

"Yes!" Yamaguchi jolted upwards at the unexpected volume.

"How are you friends with this jerk? I don't understand," Kurumi shot Tsukishima a glare as they walked down the hill.

"He's not that bad really, he's a nice person once you get to know him," Yamaguchi scratched the back of his head shyly.

"See, senpai, I'm a nice person, you just have to get to know me," Tsukishima tilted his head upward, so that he would be looking down at her yet again, something that he realized that she hated.

She clenched her fist at the sight of his victorious face, "who would want to get to know you, you douche," she spat as she powerwalked ahead of them, not wanting to be near Tsukishima any longer.

To Yamaguchi's surprise, Tsukishima let out a loud laugh as he watched her run over to the group that was beginning to assemble near the convenience store.

"Maybe you should be a little nicer, Tsukki," Yamaguchi nervously suggested, giving the blonde male a look.

Tsukishima's long arms rested on top of his head as he turned to face his friend and said, "I see no need to be nice,"

* * *

><p>When Kurumi arrived in front of the convenience store, the more agreeable of the pack were enjoying their time eating nikuman. The sun setting in the background, the laughter of teammates in the distance, it was a rare sight for her. These were all things she would have never imagined doing because it was considered, "a waste of time," unknowingly, she felt a small smile creep up her face.<p>

"Senpai," a distinct voice called out to her and she turned around to see Kageyama glaring at her with a nikuman in his hand. Surprised by his sudden approach, Kurumi's shaking hands carefully enveloped the small meat bun.

"…thanks," she managed to mutter, looking down. His shoes, although they were somewhat clean, were rough at the edges and worn out. I wonder how much he practices to get them that way, she mused silently. Her eyes remained locked on his shoes, until she could merely see the heel of his sneakers.

Finally convinced that he was gone, she looked up, only to see him towering over her again. There was a tiny squeak from the sound of her shoes as she instinctively jumped back in surprise.

"y..yes, kageyama-kun?" She gave him a nervous laugh while clutching her nikuman tightly.

He pointed at the food in her hand, "it's hot,"

Startled at his remark, she looked up and met eyes with him. His eyes were an enigma to her. They were narrow, slanted and yet, they seemed to be always looking forward.

Kageyama watched as the girl in front of him finally mustered enough courage to look him in the eye. She seemed scared of him and he wondered if it was his sheer presence or because of his eternal glare. But when she met his glance, he was taken aback by how fascinated she seemed by him. It was like the same expression Hinata had given him when he had hit his first spike. Suddenly realizing how uncomfortable he felt being analyzed, he shoved a bunch of napkins in her hand.

"It's hot," Kageyama repeated, walking back inside to where Sugawara and Daichi were.

Kurumi stared at the spot where Kageyama was standing until she processed what had just happened. Minutes later, a smile formed on her face when she understood the meaning of his actions. He's not that bad of a kid, she grinned to herself.

The sun started to sink lower and lower into the horizon, and Daichi dismissed all the members after they were done eating. Kurumi was in high spirits, unexpectedly, she had become acquainted with the volleyball club and they had formed a somewhat strange relationship, one that couldn't be called friendship yet but was close to a friendship that Kurumi ever got in her previous school.

* * *

><p>Feeling confident, Kurumi decided to take a chance.<p>

"Hinata," Kurumi yelled, while clutching her backpack tightly.

Although short, she could see his orange hair perk up at the sound of his name.

"Would…" Kurumi looked upward toward the sky, avoiding his gaze.

"Hn?" With his mouth full of nikuman, Hinata managed to make a noise.

She clenched her fists and shouted out, "Would you like to walk home with me?"

However, it came out a little bit louder than expected, and everyone that was outside turned and stared at them.

"huh?" astonished at the sudden invitation, Hinata swallowed the nikuman in his mouth.

"WHAT?" Overhearing their conversation, Tanaka jumped out from the crowd.

"What are you going to do Hinata? Obviously there's only one answer, there's only one. A girl is asking you out, you know and on top of that an older girl," Tanaka loomed over Hinata, giving him his Yankee glare.

"Eh?" Hinata's eyes darted from a troubled Kurumi to a jealous Tanaka, not knowing what to do.

"Uh, I, sure but I kind of live there, like up there and I'm not sure if you want to go that far because trees and its dark yeah dark and forests and…" Hinata stuttered while turning red, feeling the intimidation on his back caused by Tanaka.

"Ah no! I wasn't really asking you to like… that's not what I meant! I was wondering because I really want to get close with everyone and that wasn't really my intention! My house is that way so it's not really…" Kurumi waved her hands around dispersing any misunderstanding that Tanaka was causing.

"I'm sorry I live that way!" Hinata bowed, making Kurumi more troubled.

"No, no I'm sorry I asked!" She apologized, bowing slightly also.

Hinata and Kurumi looked at each other, and each at the sight of how they were acting, they let out a carefree laugh.

"S..Senpai, I can walk home with you if you want, my house is that way…" Yamaguchi suggested, quickly adverting his gaze right after he said it, embarrassed.

"Ah really, then-" Kurumi's face brightened only to be met with disappointment again.

"Of course, I'll be accompanying you, my house is that way too," Tsukishima pointed out with a sinister smile.

"…I think I'll be fine," Kurumi sarcastically smiled back at Tsukishima.

"I'm going to go inside, there's something I want to say to the captain," she explained to Yamaguchi who was still unsure of what to do about the tension between Tsukishima and Kurumi.

"I see… then… maybe next time…" Yamaguchi shyly whispered, "maybe next time we can walk together…"

"Definitely!" She answered with this time, a genuine smile of her own which drowned Yamaguchi's freckles in a bright shade of red.

"I hope that applies to me too," Tsukishima chimed in, not liking the idea of a mere girl taking away the friendship between him and Yamaguchi.

"Don't you have to be going now?" Kurumi retorted, clearly annoyed at Tsukishima's remarks.

Tsukishima scoffed and with that he turned his back on her and walked away, Yamaguchi trotting behind him like how a baby chick follows its mother. She watched as each said their unique byes, with Tsukishima merely giving her a quick nod of the head which she classified as a farewell. Their figures got smaller and smaller in the horizon as the sun dyed each portion of the sky a different color, almost like how the Karasuno volleyball team was comprised of unique people with personalities that didn't seem to match at times, but pulled through when they needed it the most.


	3. Chapter 3: teammates

_"teammates"_

The store bell rang with a quaint jingle as she entered. Sitting across the table from each other were the rest of the volleyball team members, seriously discussing the lineup for the practice match. The looks on their faces as the contemplated what would be the most effective and helpful for their reminded Kurumi of the face that she would often make when she studied. The three heads looked up as they heard footsteps nearing them.

"Ah, sorry to interrupt…" She backed up a little, uneasy of the too serious atmosphere.

"No, no we just finished," Daichi stood up, the plastic chair creating an unpleasant sound with the floor.

"You're still here? Is there something you wanted?" Sugawara followed Daichi, and gently smiled at her, dissipating the somewhat heavy atmosphere

From the kind smile of Sugawara, Kurumi felt something in her shift a little and she hurriedly looked down to conceal the redness she felt rising within her cheeks.

"I just wanted to say… I know I'm underqualified, but I plan to try my best so thank you for having me!" Without much grace, she gave them a huge bow and held her head there, waiting for them to accept her.

Sugawara and Daichi stared at each other and let out a laugh while Kageyama peered down at her bowed down head.

Sugawara knelt down to face Kurumi who was now a radiant red from the laughter she mistook as them making fun of her.

"We're not teachers or anything, you don't have to act so stiff in front of us," Sugawara explained as she raised her head.

"We're all teammates now," Daichi put a hand on Kurumi's shoulder and she jumped at the sudden physical contact.

Teammates.

* * *

><p>"Are you walking that way too, Kageyama-kun?" Kurumi's head popped out of Kageyama's side.<p>

"…my house is near the station," he pointed out, not even bothering to stare at her.

"then we'll be walking the same way, I have to take the train anyways," her smile brightened even more as she started walking besides Kageyama.

His eyes glanced over at her grinning face, which he thought seemed a little stupid. To Kageyama, she was so easy to read, and it reminded him of another idiot that he knew and his head started to hurt just thinking about it.

The road to the station seemed longer than usual. Although the streetlights were illuminating the way, there was no one else on the roads, and it made the night colder, lonelier and darker. The night sky was decorated with stars and the stars were muffled with clouds, creating an eerie setting. Kurumi was happy with the company Kageyama provided her with, but he was silent the whole walk there, and it made her worry that he held an animosity towards her or something of the sort.

As soon as she was about to say something to break the silence, Kageyama suddenly pointed at something in the distance. She turned her head to see what he had discovered, only to see the very end of the train disappear off into the distance.

"…that's your train isn't it, senpai," Kageyama said, still staring off into the area where the train was a second ago.

"…yeah," Kurumi looked off into the distance, with nothing else to say.

"well then my house is –" Kageyama interjected, taking a step sideways.

"Kageyama, you're not going to leave me here alone right?" She grinned rather mischievously, grabbing the sleeve of his shirt.

* * *

><p>The two bottles hit the metal floor with a clink and the green light on the vending machine faded away. The station was empty with the exception of a couple of people who were too busy to pay the two students any attention.<p>

"You didn't have to stay you know," Kurumi mumbled as she picked up their refreshments from the vending machine.

"I didn't really have a choice…" Kageyama whispered, mainly to himself.

He grabbed the bottle that was extended out to him, and opened it with a click. Kurumi sat down in the seat next to his, and let out a big sigh, causing him to look at her strangely.

"weird," He commented truthfully, staring at the railroad tracks.

"Weird? Me?" She took a deep breath and looked up toward the sky, "I guess, I am pretty strange, this is all weird to me, being able to hang out like this after school, being around people like you," Kurumi turned to face Kageyama, and his unwavering eyes met hers.

"I have so much free time on my hands that I don't even know what to do with it. It's been a while since I've actually had time after school. It was always cram school for me. Once the bell marked the end of school, it also marked the beginning of another and it was always an endless cycle. Before I realized what was happening, I was already in high school with nothing in my mind except… well, studying. That's why, I guess in a sense, I don't really know how to act around groups, or you guys," Her eyes challenged his and awaited a response but none came and he merely listened to her speak. There was a pause in the conversation as she stopped to look at him.

"tobio-chan~" She called out playfully with a smile, kicking up her legs in unison.

His back prickled up at the sound of his first name that sounded so foreign coming from her mouth.

"W..What the heck!" His hair stood on edge as he shot her a glare with his face turning a shy pink.

She let out a laugh at his reaction, "I've always wanted to try that, friends… call each other by their first names right?"

Kageyama abruptly stood up, confused by her actions, "Whatever, I'm going home!"

"See you tomorrow," Kurumi paused, "tobio-chan!"

There it was again, a strange jumble of words that sounded like his name but didn't quite sound the same. Kageyama, fed up with her antics, shot her another glare but he couldn't wipe the word happiness off her face. He didn't understand her, to him; she was a strange breed of mammal. Did she have no shame? This was exactly why Kageyama never bothered with females because they always talked in riddles. Her speech patterns were erratic and there was no flow to the conversation at all, it went wherever she wanted to. Unlike setting the ball, no matter how much concentration he put into her words, he couldn't figure out her motive and it bothered him. He started to walk even faster and his stride seemed more dramatic as his footsteps echoed within the barren halls of the station.

Right before he was about to leave the station, he turned around. Sitting patiently on the station bench, was Kurumi, sipping her bottle of green tea. Her back seemed tinier than he remembered it and he almost made the mistake of going back to wait with her. But the sharp wind grazed the tip of his nose, and it reminded him of how late it was getting and without any hesitation this time, Kageyama left the station.


	4. Chapter 4: jokes

_"What can change the way you look at a person?"_

* * *

><p>Amidst the bustling crowd of people, Kurumi stood, awkwardly squished in the corner near an old lady who was carrying a bag of groceries. The wrinkled lady, who seemed to be squinting at her through the heavy pair of spectacles, smiled at her and Kurumi, astonished by the kind smile sent her way, tried to give the old lady the kindest smile she could muster.<p>

Kurumi turned towards the doors and examined her smiling face reflected through the glass. She jumped back, shocked by the somewhat scary face that was reflecting off the glass. Her hair, which reminded her of the color of the shadows that she was once scared of as a child, was sticking out in several places and although her hair was once short, it was growing out, now almost shoulder length. Amidst the black curtains that draped over her forehead, her small pale face seemed like a dot in the middle of a black background. Her face was not one of a woman; in fact, she still had baby fat around her cheeks, which she hoped she would lose one day. Perhaps it was the lack of nutrients and vitamins that she never got, but she was of, what she thought average height, almost reaching 160 centimeters. The toll of staying up to study was prevalent on her face as her dark circles lined her eyes which still retained the gleam of the curiosity of a child. Her school uniform was still a little too big on her although she had gotten it tailored. Despite being on the shorter end of the spectrum, Kurumi was fairly thin because she used to see eating as a waste of time, especially when she could be studying.

* * *

><p>As the train stopped with a disagreeable noise, majority of the adults who were all dressed in business casual got out and students piled in. The myriad of bobbing heads made it hard for Kurumi to see who exactly was getting on but she could clearly see the familiar outline of a certain blonde, which signaled to her that a specific freckled faced boy would be somewhere nearby.<p>

Uncomfortably hobbling and leaping to where she assumed her friends were, she managed to get in proximity of where they were.

"Yamaguchi!" She tried calling, hoping that it would be enough to get their attention.

Yamaguchi, hearing the faintest sound of his name being called took a wide glace around the area but didn't see anything.

"Tsukki," He tapped on the shoulder, "Did you hear something?"

"Not really," Tsukishima, terribly annoyed by the sheer amount of people crammed into the train, was not in the mood to do anything.

Even though her last attempt ended in failure, Kurumi tried again, this time hoping to get the taller boy's attention.

"Tsukishima!" With even more energy than before, she lunged at them with force and her raised hand came in contact with something hard.

"Ah, good morning," Kurumi smiled nervously, realizing that her hand had smacked Tsukishima's glasses.

Feeling more irritated by her presence, Tsukishima peeled off her hand from the front lens of his glasses and frowned. This girl always caused trouble for him and it was one of the main reasons he didn't appreciate her always latching around Yamaguchi. She was his senior and yet here she was trying to be friends with her juniors, did she not have friends of her own age?

"tch," Tsukishima scoffed, "look at the hand marks you made on them,"

"Sorry," Kurumi sheepishly muttered, "Let me clean them—"

She attempted to reach for Tsukishima's glasses when he pulled them out of her range.

"Don't touch them," He glared down at her, feeling like a winner because he held an advantage over her.

"g…good morning," Yamaguchi stuttered, realizing the heavy atmosphere forming in between Tsukishima and Kurumi.

Kurumi's complexion brightened as soon as Yamaguchi opened his mouth to greet her.

"good—" But before she could finish her greeting to him, Yamaguchi was suddenly dragged away by three girls, who seemed to be whispering in their direction. Three pairs of arms gripped onto Yamaguchi's lanky arm and whisked him away to a side of the train where Kurumi could not see him.

"Where did he…?" Kurumi stared up towards Tsukishima for some sort of answer, but he didn't acknowledge any of her questions and pretended that she didn't say anything at all.

As the train zoomed past the towering buildings, no conversation was flowing between Kurumi and Tsukishima. Her minuscule hands gripped the top rung of the handlebars as she clung on as tightly as she could while Tsukishima merely peered out the window. Feeling awkward without Yamaguchi facilitating some sort of conversation between them, Kurumi decided to speak up.

"Does Yamaguchi always get this sort of treatment?" She piped up, thinking that the only topic that Tsukishima would want to talk about was Yamaguchi.

Tsukishima tried to suppress a frown as he saw this as a futile attempt by Kurumi to start up a conversation with him, "I guess so,"

"I guess naturally someone like that is popular with the girls," She commented, not sure of what his response meant.

"popular?" He scoffed at what he considered her incapability to absorb what was going on, "not at all, they're not talking to him because they're interested in, it's the opposite actually,"

Looking over to where she could get a small glimpse at the girls that took Yamaguchi away, Kurumi observed that they were fairly cute.

"What do you mean? They're pretty cute girls… I think," She frowned at Tsukishima, not really understanding what he was saying.

"Cute?" Tsukishima also looked toward where the crowd was, "If you think that's cute then your standards are pretty low,"

Her face crinkled at his response and being the bigger person, she decided to ignore it because she didn't want to start a fight especially this early in the morning.

"I still don't get what's going on or why those girls stole Yamaguchi all of a sudden if they weren't interested in him," Her responses were tiring Tsukishima especially because she wasn't arguing with him. The only purpose that she served to him was providing him with a form of entertainment, mostly because Yamaguchi wasn't here to entertain him.

"Okay, here look at this," Obviously she wasn't understanding the situation when he was explaining to her verbally, so he would just have to show her. How could someone be so ignorant? Just then he thought of a great idea, something that would entice a superb reaction out of her. Tsukishima drew in closer to where Kurumi was, his face grazing past her cheek, the tips of his short blonde hair brushing against the side of her neck until his lips were beside her ear.

"Now watch, when I separate from this position, those girls will be glaring at you. Want to know why? Because they'll see you as a rival now," Every syllable that came out of his mouth made her shiver, almost to the point that she could feel her knees weaken. Tsukishima was convinced that when he withdrew his face, she would be yelling words of extreme animosity or something of the sort which would make him the winner of this battle. But when he took a step back to examine her face, he was met with the reddened version of the face of Kurumi, whose once unwavering eyes were clouded with confusion. He too was taken aback by this strange expression of hers that he would never expect to see. This wasn't the reaction that he wanted; this wasn't what he was supposed to see. Like a chain effect, Tsukishima too unknowingly started to turn his own shade of red, and realizing how close his face was to hers, hurriedly retracted back to his previous position. Tsukishima awkwardly fixed the position of his glasses with his hand, not knowing what to say next. For a moment, he was painfully reminded of the fact that Kurumi was most definitely a girl.

* * *

><p>Uh yeah, I was on vacation, I apologize. I'll try to write faster for the sake of moving this story along, haha..ha. Slow development is my thing I guess. Hopefully, you'll bear with me as I try to get things moving. Thanks for all the nice words, they really touch my heart, really. And as usual any comments are appreciated so drop a review for me.<p> 


	5. Chapter 5: misunderstandings

I'm still alive, I just haven't been updating recently...yeah but I will finish this story till the end, no matter how long it takes!

* * *

><p><em>"Sometimes good intentions don't translate well into words"<em>

It was a good awkward 10 minutes as they both stared off into the distance, wondering what was supposed to happen next. But Kurumi, wanting to alleviate the situation as soon as possible asked what she considered a harmless question.

"So, what kind of person is Yamaguchi," She struggled to find a common ground but managed to think of something that she thought was easier to talk about.

"You can answer that yourself, you're acquainted with him," Tsukishima mumbled as he fixed his gaze on the passing buildings.

"How did you become friends with Yamaguchi because your personalities are… very… different?" She asked, also looking outside the window.

"We were friends since we were young," He replied with the least amount of words possible.  
>"Oh, so you must know a lot about him! Does he have any hobbies?" She smacked herself as she realized what was coming out of her mouth. She was not a morning person and her brain just was not function the way it should be.<p>

Suddenly, Tsukishima abruptly turned to face her, which caused her to jump a little.

"W..What?" She stuttered, the memory of what happened earlier lingering in her mind.

His eyebrows were furrowed, and he looked like he was going to explode, "Do you like Yamaguchi or something? Is this your plan, to get close to me so you can extract some sort of information out of me?"

The sharp words that spewed out of his mouth had an edge to them and she recoiled at the mere tone of his voice.

"N..No!"She argued back, trying to clear up the misunderstanding, "I was just trying to—"

Her attempt at an explanation as the boy that they were just talking about entered without a clue of what was going on.

"Sorry about that," Yamaguchi scratched his head as he unknowingly entered the conversation. Both sides became quiet at the sound of his voice and they both looked toward opposite directions as the atmosphere got heavier and heavier.

"I was just trying to get to know you better too…" Kurumi thought to herself, finishing the sentence she hoped would put Tsukishima in a better mood.

* * *

><p>Despite the morning cacophony, the train chugged onto its destination. The three students hung onto the handles at the top, due to the sheer amount of people that were boarding so early in the morning. There was nothing but silence between the three of them as Yamaguchi looked at Tsukishima and then at Kurumi and could not imagine what could have happened to make it this awkward.<p>

Just then, the female sitting in front of them exited, leaving an extra seat. Seeing an open opportunity to engage in a conversation, Yamaguchi opened his mouth, "Ah, do you want to sit down?"

He motioned at the empty seat and politely asked Kurumi, as she was a girl and a year older.

"No," She declined with a smile, "it's okay! I haven't been standing for a long time so you should sit there Yamaguchi, I mean you're probably tired after talking to the girls back there,"

Also, if I probably took the seat, Tsukishima would probably blow a fuse, she predicted to herself. She carefully glanced toward his direction to try to read his face, but he was completely turned the other way and he had no intention of conversing with her.

"Tsukki, sit—" Yamaguchi suggested, offering the seat to his friend.

"No," Hostility laced his word and Yamaguchi knew to back off when he was like this.

"Kurumi-san, you should really sit down, no one else really wants the seat so it's common sense that it should go to you, you're older than us after all," Yamaguchi smiled at her.

"No, I'm good really, you can sit, sitting makes me a bit restless," she admitted, looking down, happy at his offer.

Although Tsukishima was not even looking down at the scene that was unfolding in front of him, he could hear it, and it was easy for him to envision just what kind of faces they were making, and truthfully, it wanted to make him throw up. They were arguing about something trivial and yet they made it seem like it was like crowning someone a king. He wondered if they were actually acting polite, or if it was just a scheme so that others could perceive them that way. Either way, it was something that was bothering Tsukishima, and he had decided that he would put an end to it.

Pushing the both of them aside, his large structure plopped down in the seat, claiming the free seat as his.

"I'll sit, was that so hard," He glared at the both of them through his glasses and once again, silence enveloped them. Deep inside, Tsukishima was quite proud of his actions, as he stopped the pointless arguing and a faint smile appeared on his face. However, his smile only lasted a few seconds as he realized that the situation had gotten worse.

The two had now moved closer to each other and were now engaged in another conversation, one that did not involve him and what made Tsukishima angrier was that they did not even pay the slightest attention to him or the fact that he had stolen the seat that they were arguing about a couple of minutes ago. To make matters even worse, he could not hear what they were talking about but he could see their faces beaming with laughter and joy as they talked.

It was all her fault, Tsukishima blamed. She was the cause of this disturbance so early in the morning that would probably ruin the rest of his day. What could they be talking about, he wondered, trying to read their lips. Feeling like an overly jealous friend, Tsukishima put on his headphones and closed his eyes, trying to ignore what was happening. His pride would not allow him to venture more in this matter.

* * *

><p>Kurumi glanced down at Tsukishima who in her eyes, seemed to be sleeping with an angered expression on his face.<p>

"Yamaguchi," She inquired, "I don't think Tsukishima likes me much,"

"W..well, Tsukishima doesn't really like a lot of people," He nodded, trying to alleviate her worries.

"But, I wish we could get along, we're always so hostile and I don't understand where his animosity towards me stems from," She mumbled in Tsukishima's direction.

* * *

><p>That's all for today so if you have something to say, leave a review! Much thanks.<p> 


	6. Chapter 6: volleyball for dummies

_"It's okay to ask for help sometimes,"_

Upon their arrival at the school, the trio dispersed into their separate pathways. It was an all too familiar scene for Kurumi, the students filing in as they mentally prepared themselves from the drilling of education into their minds. It looked familiar to her, but yet the atmosphere was different. Students were not looking at their notes, studying for a test that was to be given three days later and there was a somewhat inviting ambiance as she saw groups of people having a casual conversation about their classes without any fear that one was giving an advantage to the other.

As classes started, she started to feel even more relaxed as the material was easier than what she had previously studied and she started to wonder to herself if dozing off in class was the ethical thing to do. It was going against her usual method of doing work all the time just to stay alive in her classes. But as the school day progressed, she found herself thinking not about her studies but about what she could do for the volleyball team instead as she knew nothing about volleyball. And so, during her lunch period she borrowed several textbook like books basically outlining volleyball for dummies.

* * *

><p>Regardless of what her mind told her to do, she found herself pacing back and forth in front of the doorway to Kageyama's classroom. He was the only one, she repeated to herself. She didn't want to ask an upperclassman because she wanted to seem capable but no matter how hard she stared at the pages, the volleyball lingo turned into mush. Yamaguchi was the first person that came to mind but she didn't want to bother him and asking Tsukishima was just out of the question because she knew he would not give her an answer. So she was left with Hinata and Kageyama. Hinata… did not seem so bright in her eyes and so she had decided she would ask Kageyama. But now, faced with the situation in front of her eyes, she could not bring herself to enter the room because no matter what she said, she realized she just sounded like an uneducated plebian that could not understand the basics of volleyball.<p>

Kurumi bit her nail as she tried to think of the most appropriate thing to say. "Say Kageyama, have you read this book? It's pretty interesting but-"she shook her head fervently. Of course he hasn't read it, this is a book for beginners, she thought, mentally slapping herself.

"Kageyama, my friend is really interested in volleyball and she was wondering-"Out of frustration she let out a groan.

"Kageyama-"

"Yeah?" The door snapped open, and out walked in Kageyama, looking like a model student with his hands in his pockets. Kurumi jumped at the sound of his voice and in surprise, dropped the books she was carrying.

"I… um…" Her eyes darted from Kageyama's eyes to the floor and back as she tried to formulate some kind of explanation. But it was too late, because he had already spotted the book and kindly picked it up for her.

"Here," He handed the book to her and she quickly took it and shoved it in the depths of her backpack. Embarrassed at her incompetence, she could not meet his eyes, but he kept staring at her straight on as if nothing ever happened.

"What brings you here?" Kageyama finally asked, getting tired of standing outside the classroom.

"I uh, just thought that maybe we could…" Kurumi fiddled with her fingers, "walk to the gym together?" The pitch of the sequence of words was sloping upwards as she struggled to create a believable response.

Kageyama let out a big sigh and started walking in the way of where the volleyball members were meeting and he walked a little slower than he usually did, indicating to her that he had agreed to her offer.

* * *

><p>They walked in complete silence because Kurumi made no attempt at conversation, still blaming herself for her previous blunder and because in general Kageyama was a quiet person. However, recognizing the change in her attitude and feeling somewhat guilty, Kageyama put his hand to his mouth, cleared his throat and in a voice that only she could hear muttered, "Just because there's a door doesn't mean that it's soundproof, stupid,"<p>

The break in silence returned Kurumi back to her senses and her eyes widened as Kageyama stopped walking and turned to look at her. After revealing that he had known the truth all along, she turned a bashful shade of baby pink.

"Do you have anything you want to ask me?" He scratched his head and looked to the side, not wanting to make her feel more intimidated by staring her down.

Touched by his willingness to aid her in her studies, she stood there in shock. It was something that rarely ever happened to her because she was taught that someone's weakness is your advantage and by helping someone out, it was leveling the playing field. Noticing that there was no escape out of this situation, she slowly reached into her bag and pulled out the book and began to speak, "I don't understand this…"

* * *

><p>Personally, Kurumi was amazed at Kageyama's sheer knowledge of volleyball in general and she understood that it was something he invested a lot of his time in and something that he felt passionate about. However, she was still unsure about what he wanted to do with volleyball or where he wanted to go with it and she believed that he was still young and naïve and did not realize how unstable an occupation was in sports. Being passionate about a hobby is a great thing, but a hobby should remain just a hobby was what she was taught by her parents.<p>

Conversely, Kageyama had no problems talking about volleyball and merely explaining the basics to Kurumi. But what he was surprised about was her capability to pick concepts up as fast as he explained it and although he had the feeling that she was a workaholic and a perfectionist, he did not understand her full capabilities until now. Kageyama noted that she seemed much happier and the hesitation that she had before was completely gone and he wondered where that shy side of her went.

As Kageyama finished explaining the last couple of pages to her, they were right in front of the gymnasium doors. A smile appeared on her face which put Kageyama at ease as he felt that now things were normal.

"That made more sense the way you said it compared to what the book said," She grumbled, disappointed in herself.

"You were just over thinking things, it's not meant to confuse you," He pointed at the title of the book which was clearly printed, for dummies.

"But now that I understand that, I can study up on all these too!" Swinging her bag over so that she could show Kageyama, she opened her backpack to show him other books titled, "Basic techniques in volleyball", "Strategic planning on the court", and "History of Volleyball".

Kageyama let out a sigh and wondered if she could absorb this information on her own. He turned his back to her and started to enter the gym when he heard a voice from behind call out, "Thanks, Tobio!"

Kurumi let out a laugh as she saw a glimpse of the tips of his ears getting red again right before he entered through the doors.

* * *

><p>As always thanks for reading, it means a lot to have feedback for writing so you know what to improve and what the next route of action should be. Much thanks.<p> 


	7. Chapter 7: distance

_"How can I help?"_

The gymnasium smelled of hard work, or in other words, sweat but it was bearable as it was evidence of the efforts of teams that trained hard. The volleyball team was gathered in one corner, sitting in a circle campfire style, strategizing. As the captain mentioned the positions that everyone was going to take, Kurumi listened attentively, trying to absorb any information that might come in handy. As the literature teacher restated the basic roles of volleyball, Kurumi briefly met eyes with Kageyama who gave a quiet nod to her and she exploded with happiness as she realized she understood what this all meant and was secretly proud of herself for studying a little about the subject beforehand. The meeting quickly finished and ended on a somewhat intimidating note for Hinata as he entered a strange mental state that Kurumi knew all too well.

When Hinata walked, it seemed as if there was a raincloud looming over his head. He was missing the pep that classified him as Hinata, and it started to worry Kurumi so much that she decided to approach him.

"Hinata," She called out, trailing behind him. But he pretended like he didn't hear anything and slumped along the road.

Kurumi ran up behind him and tapped him on the back, "Hinata?"

In surprise, Hinata jumped and blurted out what was on his mind, "I'll do well! I won't fail, I promise!"

Similarly, Kurumi also leaped in response to Hinata's outburst.

"S… sorry," Hinata muttered, looking down.

"Are you okay?" She asked, getting more worried about him by the minute.

"Yeah, I just… want to do well, I don't want to fail and let the team down," He answered truthfully, fiddling with his fingers.

Looking at Hinata this way, it was the polar opposite of how he acted when she had first met him. But Kurumi didn't blame him for feeling this way, for she had once been in the same position that he was in now. It was hell for her. The expectations piled on top of her were enough to crush her and failure was not an option because she had been studying all her life for one moment to redeem herself because in today's society you had to be "realistic".

"I… believe in you!" Kurumi shouted, not knowing what to say in situations like these to ease someone's mind and heart.

Hinata looked at her with drooping eyes and firmly clutched his stomach, "urgh,"

"Ah, I didn't mean to…" She hovered her arms above her head, not knowing what to do. Hinata lowered his head even more and began to trudge back home.

"… I messed up," Kurumi muttered as she watched Hinata walk away.

"It's not your fault, I don't know why he's acting like that but he'll be better tomorrow," A voice reassured her from above. She looked to her side to see Kageyama standing next to her, "So don't make that face, it's off putting,"

Kageyama's arms were crossed as he stared into the horizon, glancing in Kurumi's direction every now and then hoping to not make his concern obvious. He extended his arm to give her a friendly pat on the shoulder but for a second forgot that she was a girl and miscalculated her height, causing his hand to come into contact with the top of her head.

"Tobio?" She directed her gaze at him because of the sudden physical contact.

Kageyama froze up but his pride would not let him admit his mistake and he tried to play it cool.

"It's… okay," He stuttered uncomfortably while patting Kurumi's head. Kageyama could not tell her directly because he felt the heat rushing to his face. He desperately tried to think of other things, but his mind kept coming back to the conclusion that a girl's hair was much silkier and softer than male hair.

Despite the spectacle that was going on in front of Kurumi's eyes, her eyes were fixated on the spot where Hinata had been standing because all she could think about was how she could possibly help this poor kid out with his version of stage fright.

* * *

><p>The weather was beautiful and the sun was doing its job perfectly, shining through the clouds without a care in the world. However, this perfect weather was not enough to fully wake Kurumi up from the long night she had. Almost as bad as the days back at her own school, she barely got any sleep and was up all night brainstorming ideas and putting her plan, "get Hinata back to normal" into action for today. As she exited the house with a big yawn, she spotted a familiar blonde head bobbing along the streets without his usual companion.<p>

In order for her to catch up to him, she had to run but she would stop every now and then, so that there would be some sort of distance between them. Tsukishima had his headphones in but he could still faintly hear the sound of footsteps getting nearer and then ceasing. He let out a sigh as he concluded that it must be someone who was following him from behind thinking that he didn't notice what they were doing. Idiots, he thought to himself.

Kurumi was stuck in an internal conflict with herself on whether or not she should approach Tsukishima and make her presence clear. Truthfully, she wanted to take the chance but at the same time she did not want to cause a ruckus so early in the morning and worsen the already fragile relationship between them. Instead, she stared at Tsukishima from behind. His school uniform was perfectly fit and tailored for him and from her perspective, he could be an model. She wondered how he had grown that tall although he was younger than her. Secretly, she envied his height but she would never admit it to his face as she believed that his ego was already big enough. She pondered about his personality and if he was just always cranky and before she had realized it, she had slowly closed the gap between them.

Tsukishima abruptly turned around, annoyed at his little follower, "I know you're there, I'm not stupid,"

"Huh?" Kurumi's eyes widened at his sudden movement and she took a step back.

"What, it's just you," Tsukishima furrowed his eyebrows and peered down at her, not amused.

"Well, you're going to be late if you just keep trailing me from behind," He shrugged, turning back around to continue walking. Kurumi merely stood there and watched Tsukishima get further away from her, still in shock that he seemed to know that she was behind him this whole time.

Tsukishima paused at the absence of footsteps behind him and took off his headphones.

"You coming or not?" He invited her, looking over his shoulder, managing to see the beginnings of a smile form on her face as his frown deepened.

* * *

><p>I feel like this chapter was really short and ... nothing really happened, it was kind of like a transition chapter. Maybe that's why it took me forever to write. I apologize, I promise there'll be more action next time.<p>

Whether its one word, two words or three words, any comments are appreciated, thank you.


	8. Chapter 8: natural selection

_"Anyone is capable of laughter"_

With every one step that Tsukishima took, Kurumi took two quick steps in order to keep up with him. She wasn't sure if he was purposely trying to leave her behind, or if his strides were always that long. Perhaps it was the fact that she was bad at physical activity, but before she knew it, she was running out of breath just trying to follow his pace.

"C…could we just… slow down a little…" Kurumi said in short breaths, attempting to walk, talk and carry her belongings at the same time.

Tsukishima glared down at her again, annoyed by her comment. Why should he have to adjust the way he walked for her? But taking a closer look at her again, he noticed that today she looked especially sickly. Her face was paler than it usually was, it made it seem like all the blood had somehow drained from her face and it contrasted with the dark circles which almost seemed like tattoos that were underneath her eyes. To make things more offsetting, she was lugging around a medium sized duffle bag. Tsukishima did not want to make conversation with her but his curiosity got the best of him.

"What's wrong with your face today?" He managed to ask, walking a little slower.

Kurumi flinched, "What do you mean? Is there something wrong with it?"

"You look sick," Tsukishima pointed out, "Also, what's with the bag? It's suspicious,"

Out of annoyance, Kurumi decided to avoid answering the first question. Every word that came out of Tsukishima's mouth seemed to be either a complaint or an insult, but she dealt with it, knowing that if he wanted to, he could have stayed silent the whole time.

"It all the stuff we need for today's practice match!" She opened the bag slightly for him to see. Tsukishima took a quick glance at the contents of the bag, not understanding why this excessive luggage was needed.

"It looks useless," He stared at her straight in the face and spoke whatever first came into his mind.

Kurumi flinched again and feeling somewhat stupid tried to explain to the best of her ability, "Well, I'm still kind of worried about Hinata, and it was bothering me so I brought some extra things just in case…"

Now that she mentioned it, Tsukishima remembered that Hinata seemed kind of off the day before too but he didn't particularly look into it too much because he thought that it wasn't important.

"Like look, in this ziplock bag, I have stomach medicine, pain relievers, Salonpas, bandages, carsickness medicine, so tell me if you're not feeling well because I probably can fix it!" Kurumi held up the plastic bag for Tsukishima to see, hoping that he would give some kind of positive reaction but he merely gave her a blank stare.

"What are you a mom?" Another insult flew her way and with each thing that Tsukishima said, she felt a small prick on her neck.

Kurumi sighed, and with her head slumped down muttered, "I might as well be, I packed lunches for everyone, well actually I just wanted to make one for Hinata but I felt bad but I'm not even sure you guys are going to have time to eat them…"

When she looked up, she saw a surprised Tsukishima. It was a face that she had never seen before and she couldn't tell if he was appalled or slightly touched.

"You can cook?" Tsukishima asked, genuinely surprised at this fact.

"Well, no not really," She admitted, laughing awkwardly, "But because I wanted to make something edible, I stayed up late,"

Tsukishima's face returned back to its normal position and his sudden outburst of shock faded away after he had heard her answer and he lost interest in the topic.

"What's that?" There was something else in the bag that she didn't identify and Tsukishima wondered if it was on purpose.

"This…" She pulled it out of the bag by the strap, "Oh yeah! I brought my camera! You know I used to be really into photography but it was just a hobby, I used to play around with the ISO settings—"

Tsukishima interrupted her before she went off on a tangent, "I didn't ask for your whole life story, I just wanted to know what it was,"

"Oh," She held the fragile thing in her hand, remembering the days when she used to take photos of everything for the heck of it. She looked at the camera and then back at Tsukishima. With a flick of her finger, she turned the small contraption on and raised it up to eye level with Tsukishima but at the same time angling it the right way.

"What are you—"

"Smile!" With not even a second to prepare, a small click emitted from the camera.

Tsukishima frowned, "Give me that,"

He easily snatched the camera from her arms and checked the candid photo she had just taken. Tsukishima stared at it, rotated the camera 90 degrees and stared at it again, and suddenly started laughing. Kurumi's ears perked up at this foreign noise that she heard coming from Tsukishima and she had learned for the first time that even the douche Tsukishima was capable of smiling.

"W..What is it?" She asked cautiously, wondering if she made an embarrassing face. Kurumi attempted to peek a glance at the photo, but even on her tippy toes, she wasn't able to peer over the blond giant.

"Let me see!" She repeated, wanting to be let in on the joke. Tsukishima reached his hand down just enough so that she could see it. But all that she saw reflected in the screen was an annoyed looking Tsukishima.

"I don't get it," She looked at the photo again, trying to figure out what was so funny.

"Look," Tsukishima's slender finger pointed to the bottom left of the screen where you could see a small tuft of black hair, "That's you. You're so short that even if you angle it so that you somehow come into the picture, you can't be seen because you're so short! What a midget!"

Kurumi felt that same prick on her neck again and her eyes narrowed as she snatched the camera away, "I hate you,"

She furiously jabbed the buttons to delete the photo from existence while Tsukishima kept poking fun at her, "Maybe you should wear stilts so that you can show up in pictures with other people,"

Somewhat angry at his amusement, Kurumi stretched her legs as far as they could go and power walked, leaving him and his not so funny comments behind.

"I changed my mind, I don't want to walk with you anymore," She exclaimed, not looking back, tired of his insults.

"Hey, don't blame it on me," All Tsukishima had to do was to walk at his original pace to catch up to her.

"Then what do I blame it on, huh?" She abruptly turned her head to the side, realizing that he had caught up to her already.

"Natural selection," He grinned.

* * *

><p>HAPPY THANKSGIVING! (for those of you who celebrate it) this year I give my thanks for all of you guys that take the time to read this (because it's really long lol and because I'm really slow at updating, sorry) and to followfavorite/review it. Thank you for everything!


	9. Chapter 9: stomach medicine?

_"I'll let it go, for today,"_

Eventually, the duo reached the meeting area where everyone was gathered around the bus that they were going to take. The members on the team lined up, side by side and gave a huge bow, exemplifying their thanks to the teacher that had made this all happen. Kurumi inched over to the faculty advisor for the club and casually flashed a smile at him, indicating that she was actually quite excited for this field trip. But Takeda gave her a worried look, noticing her dark circles that looked more severe than they usually did.

"Are you okay? You seem to be a little… overworked…" Takeda frowned, his teacher instincts taking over.

"No, no, no," She frantically waved her hands in front of her face, "I'm so prepared, I feel like I can actually be an asset this time instead of just sitting there like a log…"

Kurumi reached into her heavy bag and grabbed her DSLR, "look!"

Gently, she popped the cap off and aimed it at the teacher who was making an awkward expression when he realized he was being photographed.

"See, don't you look pretty cool here?" She turned the camera so that he could see himself with a shy smile on his face.

"K…Kurumi-san!" Takeda only had to see a glimpse of the picture to realize that he looked like a student on picture day. He reached to delete the photo but Kurumi saw it coming and quickly extended the camera out of his reach.

Filled with confidence to the core, she gave him a thumbs up and immediately dashed inside the bus before he could say anything else.

Takeda breathed a deep sigh at the little girl's antics but he could not help but smile at her quirkiness which he thought would be an interesting sight to see.

* * *

><p>The inside of the bus smelled like air freshener and each one of the seats had an unique quality to them, whether it be the occasional scribble in marker or the random stains that smelled of food, the bus clearly had the imprints of students. The volleyball team filed in the bus and the moment they stepped in, the bus was filled with the sound of rowdy excited members and an aura of nervousness. Because there were no seat assignments, Kurumi was free to move around and sit wherever her heart desired. But the first stop she made was to where Sugawara, Daichi and Kageyama were sitting. Kurumi felt a little bit nervous being in such close proximity to the captain and the vice-captain because in her book, she had ranked them all the way in the top and their existence was similar to one of an idol and she felt particularly shy around Sugawara who seemed like an angel in her eyes.<p>

"er," Kurumi attempted to find the best words to use because she did not want to embarrass herself in front of some of the most important people, "I hope you do well in the match today and I'll be rooting for you in the sidelines!"

She carefully looked up to see what kind of expression the trio was making when she made eye contact with Sugawara who gave her a gentle smile. Feeling somewhat antsy, she quickly moved onto the next thing she was going to say, which she had run through several times in her mind before.

"I brought this," Despite the other junk in her bag, she managed to find the ziplock bag full of medical supplies and handed it to the person that she was most comfortable with, Kageyama.

"It's a collection of medicine, just in case something happens," She explained, a little proud of the fact that she managed to create this "on the go first aid kit".

As a captain, Daichi could not help but feel a little happy at how the team was getting along when Kurumi presented the zip lock bag to them but at the same time, he could not suppress a chuckle as this seemed like something Sugawara would do.

"I'm not going to be playing in this match, so let's do our best to cheer the team on, Kurumi-san," Sugawara extended his hand to her.

Astonished at the fact that her idol was paying her attention, Kurumi panicked and stared at his hand for a couple of seconds as a myriad of questions ran through her mind. However, her worries were cut short when Daichi exclaimed, "Isn't this the same stomach medicine that you use?"

Daichi passed the plastic bag that he got from Kageyama to Sugawara and after peering into the contents of the bag Sugawara chimed in, "Where did you find this? Wow, I didn't even know that they still made these anymore!"

Sugawara's eyes glimmered as he knew the value of this ancient stomach medicine. Kurumi, watching all this unfold right in front of her eyes, could not contain her excitement and accidentally blurted out, "I know! When they stopped selling this at my local supermarket I was so sad but I found this place online that sells them and usually they're really expensive but when they have special deals on sale I always make sure to buy them because they actually work really well and I always have a pack in stock because I get stomach aches often—"

Her sudden outburst of words caught the three of them off guard and they all stared at her in confusion and amazement as they had never heard her talking about something with such enthusiasm.

"Er… I mean," She licked her lips nervously and let out a small laugh, "I think I'll go take my seat now…"

Kurumi left as quickly as she came and as she walked to her seat, she mentally scolded herself.

As soon as what had just happened registered in Daichi's mind, he burst into laughter.

"She's funny!" Daichi laughed out loud.

"She's interesting all right," Sugawara covered his mouth and grinned.

"She's strange," Kageyama added, staring at the first aid kit.

* * *

><p>Her face was hot with embarrassment by the time she took her seat next to Tsukishima's and he scowled when he noticed who was sitting next to him.<p>

"Why don't you go sit next to Hinata? Weren't you worried about him?" Tsukishima suggested, wanting to get rid of her.

Kurumi mistook Tsukishima's comment as concern and she turned her head to peek at how Hinata was doing, "I would but… he doesn't seem too well and if I went there I'd probably cause more trouble,"

"If you sit here, you're already causing more trouble for me," Tsukishima looked out the window, already dreading this bus trip.

Just then, Yamaguchi took his seat next to Kurumi and he felt somewhat happy when he saw his two friends getting along, to an extent. As Kurumi and Yamaguchi greeted each other, the bus began moving towards its destination.

Tsukishima could only watch in disgust as Kurumi conversed with Yamaguchi as if he did not exist and although Yamaguchi would always attempt to bring Tsukishima into the conversation, Tsukishima would reply with short answers that brought him back out of the conversation. The sight of them being friendly annoyed Tsukishima fervently and to drown them out again, he plugged in his headphones and listened to music while looking out the window.

Tsukishima had not even finished his playlist when suddenly he felt something heavy on his shoulder. His temper growing by the minute, he whipped his head to the side to see what it was and there on his shoulder was a mess of Kurumi's black hair along with her whole head which was rested quite comfortably on his shoulder. With every breath that she took, her body moved along with it and at this angle, he could see her dark circles in all its glory. What a kid, he thought to himself, noting that she looked harmless when she was sleeping. But the weight of her head was extra weight that he did not want to support.

"Oi, Yamaguchi," He craned his neck to talk to the person on the far end of the seat, "Get this—"

But his only replies were quiet breathing as Yamaguchi himself was sleeping as well and on the shoulder of Kurumi. Tsukishima let out a soft groan as he realized that the both of them were completely knocked out. He adjusted his shoulder into a more comfortable position and Kurumi shifted a little, drawing his attention to her.

"You're heavy, stupid," Tsukishima flicked Kurumi's forehead.

Her eyebrows furrowed, but it returned back into her original state as she grumbled. Amazed at the lack of response, Tsukishima tried something else to alleviate his boredom.

"Pig," Using his finger, he pushed the tip of her nose upward until he had achieved the look that he was going for.

"Pfft," Tsukishima felt a small grin playing on his lips but forced it to disappear as he let out an awkward cough, realizing how immature he was acting.

"Mmm," Kurumi shifted again and suddenly smiled, putting a blissful expression on her face.

"Ew," Tsukishima said, "What are you dreaming of that can make your face into something gross like that?"

But Kurumi did not reply and continued to sleep.

"Well, I guess you've had a long night yesterday," Tsukishima replied with aggressiveness to the thing on his shoulder, "I'll leave you be for right now, but I'll get back at you when you wake up, mark my words,"

He turned his head back to face the window, and suddenly he felt sort of embarrassed that he was talking to a sleeping person. As shade of red creeped up his cheeks as he realized how juvenile and stupid he was acting and as a method to counteract it, he pushed up his glasses and peered out the window, pretending to admire the scenery.

* * *

><p>So, I wanted to thank you guys for bearing with me because I'm a lazy bum... and thank you SO much for the follows and the favorites and reviews even if I don't update as often as I want to. Here's an extra long (er felt long when I was writing it) chapter for you because I love you all and feel free to drop any reviews! You're the best guys, much love until next chapter. Oikawa is coming up soon hehehe at least there's something to look forward too.<p>

PS. did you see the Haikyuu PV ft. nekoma? Ugh Lev looks so nice, I cry. (Maybe one day, he'll make it into my story, if I can get that far that is...)


	10. Chapter 10: another side

_"I wonder why I didn't see it there before"_

The moment the bus stopped, Hinata and Kurumi leaped out in a state of nervousness while the other players filed out without a care in the world.

"I'm sorry!" They bowed in unison several times to different people as the rest of the team started to scatter to explore the new school grounds.

"It's fine!" Tanaka tied the triple layer vinyl bag with the gross jersey, making sure that it didn't contaminate anything else.

"You were heavy and you almost drooled on me," Tsukishima glared at Kurumi, having no intention of letting her off easily.

Kurumi looked to the side, observing how kindly and affectionately Tanaka was handling Hinata. It was a picturesque moment of how an upperclassman should be treating an underclassman, being there to comfort and assure the nervous underclassman that everything was going to be alright. Compared to the situation Kurumi found herself in, she made a mental note to herself that she would one day become the kind of person people would look up to, not physically, but mentally. But Kurumi realized that this was not the day her dreams would be realized as currently she was getting reprimanded by a tall yet younger male.

"It's not my fault that I was tired," she pouted as Tsukishima kept reprimanding her.

"Just know that we're switching seats next time," Tsukishima said, wanting to avoid another uncomfortable mishap like that again.

She watched him throw insults at her and complain at her and everything that he said went in one ear and went out the other. Tsukishima was so difficult to deal with she thought. She wondered how Yamaguchi did it. Perhaps Yamaguchi got some special treatment and she thought about if a day would come when Tsukishima would come to respect her as he respected Yamaguchi. However, her thoughts were interrupted by a loud thwack on her forehead.

"Ow!" Kurumi put both her hands on her forehead in pain, "What was that for?"

"You weren't listening, stupid," Tsukishima shrugged, suppressing a small grin. He had to admit, she produced the most interesting expressions when she was angry.

"I was listening!" She complained while looking for an opening to deliver the same pain to him.

"You weren't-" Another thwack resonated as this time Kurumi hit Tsukishima but not exactly at the same spot he hit her.

"You hit my nose," Tsukishima said calmly, which was scarier than when he was yelling at her.

"Oh, I missed," She grinned sheepishly as his nose started to turn red, "it's not my fault I'm short,"

Tsukishima pinched his nose as his frustration with the girl started to boil up. Noticing that Tsukishima was on the verge of explosion, Kurumi quickly ran away to a safe spot next to Daichi where she hoped she would be safe.

* * *

><p>"Wow, so this is Aobajousai High…" Kurumi walked around looking like a tourist with her camera strapped on her neck.<p>

"It just looks like a regular school, I don't understand why you're so excited about this," Tsukishima pointed out, successfully dampening Kurumi's mood.

"Aobajousai…" Kageyama muttered under his breath.

The Karasuno players marched around like little soldiers on the battlefield on the way to the gymnasium. As they were about to turn the corner, they could faintly hear petty gossip coming from the other side about Karasuno and Kageyama. For some reason that Kurumi did not fully understand, she also felt insulted although she was not getting insulted directly. She rolled her sleeves up, ready to have a go at them.

Kurumi puffed up like a pufferfish and huffed, "What right do they have to say that kind of stuff, who do they think they are? What cowards!"

Just as she was about to give them a piece of her mind, Tanaka put his arm in front of her and with the most gentlemanly voice and gesture he could muster said, "let me,"

As soon as Tanaka realized the gossipers were talking about them, his face distorted into the face of a criminal and Kurumi quietly hid behind Yamaguchi, sensing something scary was going to happen. Kurumi realized that an angry Tanaka would be more effective than an angry Kurumi and she let him take the spotlight. Inevitably the two groups met and it looked like a chess match between the black uniformed Karasuno and the white uniformed Aobajousai.

Kurumi watched quietly from behind as Tanaka and Tsukishima successfully intimidated the Aobajousai players with their words and their height. She was surprised that Tsukishima had taken part in this spat with Tanaka. Tsukishima did not seem like the type and she thought that he would just see it as petty drama and would merely observe on the sidelines. But for the first time since she had met him, she thought that he looked somewhat… cool kind of like a hero. That sly grin of his as he looked down at the Aobajousai members sent shivers down her back but at the same time, there was a strange attractive quality to his behavior that she just could not shake. But her admiration was cut short as Daichi came to the rescue, which made Tsukishima retreat behind Kurumi.

Kurumi blatantly stared at Tsukishima as he successfully integrated himself as an onlooker.

"What are you looking at?" Tsukishima noticed her staring up at him with a sparkle in her eye and it made him nervous.

"You… were cool," Kurumi quietly admitted, still in a daze.

"What?" Tsukishima leaned over to match her eyelevel. He could have sworn she said something but he was not sure if his ears were deceiving him because something like that could not have come out of her mouth. Kurumi was brought back to reality by Tsukishima's sudden movement and she quickly brushed away any admiration she had felt and revised her statement.

"You… can be a good guy too," She smiled at him, hoping that he had not heard her previous statement.

"Hmph," He stood up straight and dusted his pants, "I never said I wasn't,"

Just as Kurumi was going to open her mouth, the word, "Your Highness," rang in her ear and their conversation was cut short as an immense wave of tension filled the atmosphere as the Aobajousai player greeted Kageyama. Gaining more confidence from the tension, the white jacketed player continued and asked, "What sort of dictatorship will you subject them to? I'm looking forward to it,"

Kurumi froze at his words and she concentrated her attention to Kageyama, whose expression had stiffened immediately. Tsukishima also glanced behind, curious to see what Kageyama's response would be. Sugawara and Daichi looked on nervously as Tanaka seemed ready to punch the Aobajousai player. But Kageyama rapidly regained his posture and simply replied with, "sure,"

It was then the smile returned to the team and Sugawara and Tanaka gave a friendly slap to Kageyama. At that gesture, Kurumi let go of the breath that she had been holding in and grinned. Out of curiosity, she glanced back at the Aobajousai player, who looked on with shock. Kurumi, feeling courageous, ran back to him and stuck out her tongue at him.

Kindaichi stood frozen in his position and wondered what in the world was going on.

* * *

><p>It's been too long that I've forgotten everything so I had to go and reread it to jog my memory. Whoops. I forgot that I had been writing this until I got an email in my inbox 2 days ago about it... HOWEVER, I am happy to inform you that I plan on seeing this through until the day the manga ends (which won't be for a while I hope). Reviews would be nice as I haven't been writing for a while... but anyways, thanks for sticking with me through my long breaks and I hope you'll continue to stay with me!<p> 


	11. Chapter 11: a rift

_"the conspicuous gap in between us,"_

As Kurumi walked around the school she was washed away with a feeling of anticipation, fear and wonder. Some say that all schools are similar because in theory, all schools have the same purpose, to educate their students. But Kurumi disagreed because she believed that each school gave off a different aura as if they were different people. However, it was not the building that created the personality but rather the students as a whole that came together to build the foundation of what the institution actually was. Feeling like some kind of important guest, she wandered the hallways at her leisure until someone caught her eye. Her feet abruptly stopped and silently in her mind she hatched, what she thought was the best plan. Treading quietly with her sneakers, she slowly approached the figure from behind and pushed him.

"Tobio-chan!" Kurumi jumped, hoping to see the expression of a surprised Kageyama.

"huh?" Kageyama turned around as if nothing ever happened and faced her. Her actions always made no sense to him.

"Ah," A look of disappointment permeated Kurumi's face, "It was a failure,"

She wondered if the pressure ever got to him because to her it seemed as if nothing could ever faze him. Even with the events of the past that scarred him, he remained undeterred, always looking forward.

"Are you nervous?" Kurumi asked him, quite curious about his feelings before the match.

"Not really, all we have to do is win," He simply replied as if that was the only option.

An aura of confidence and freedom spread from Kageyama and for a split second she was jealous of this first year who had seemed to have figured everything out. There was no doubt in his eyes and he walked his path with certainty.

"That confidence is what I like the most about you," She beamed at him, letting her guard down, "You'll do well, I believe in you, my cute underclassman,"

"…Don't treat me like a kid," Kageyama looked away, feeling slightly uncomfortable.

Kurumi smiled and stopped a few steps behind him, "I'll be cheering for you so go out there and show them how much you've grown,"

Kageyama nodded and proceeded to walk towards the gymnasium doors. His back was filled with pride, honor and for a brief moment, he really did seem like a king. Not a dictator that ruled the courts but a hard working king that carried the weight of his actions and his desire to stay on the court. Kurumi grabbed the camera that was dangling on her neck and snapped a photo, hoping to capture the essence and aura that Kageyama was giving off. He was always advancing, always improving. She looked down at the floor where her own two feet were. The sneakers she were wearing were worn out like Kageyama's. Her sneakers had been with her since middle school and the damage done to them was not because of excessive use but because of its duration whereas Kageyama's sneakers were on the verge of ripping due to his constant practicing. Suddenly, she felt the overwhelming distance between someone who was running toward a destination due to a passion and someone who was running in place towards an unseen goal. By the time she looked up, Kageyama was already gone.

* * *

><p>Up in the bleachers, Kurumi gripped her camera tightly, her palms creating marks on the sides. This was her first match and she did not know what to expect because she had never seen any of the Karasuno members play before. But at the same time, she knew the Aobajousai players were not to be taken lightly. As the players began to enter the court, Kurumi let out a gasp.<p>

"T…tall," She exclaimed, awed at the heights of the Aobajousai players.

Compared to her, they were all giants. She had not noticed it before but from this angle, she could see that Kindaichi was even taller than Tsukishima. Her whole body shuddered at the idea of tiny little Hinata facing these giants. But as the match slowly progressed, even Kurumi knew something was frightfully wrong. She could only watch in horror as Hinata continued to make mistake after mistake but she continued to take photos, recording each and every moment of the match, scared that she would forget a crucial moment.

It was then a loud smack resonated across the gymnasium, the source of the noise being the sound of Hinata's serve striking Kageyama in the head. Hesitantly, Kurumi pushed down on her index finger and took multiple snapshots as Kageyama proceeded to yell at Hinata. But this Kageyama was different than the one in the past and Hinata was no longer alone. A small grin spread across her face as all the Karasuno members started to work together as a team. They are an odd group but when the time calls for it, they really do come together as a team much like how in tetris, all the strangely shaped pieces somehow fit together, she thought to herself as the shutter went off again while the whole team was huddling together.

In the midst of taking photos, Kurumi took notes, scribbling furiously in her notepad about the various positions and the best shots and timings for each player. The match appeared to progress smoothly for a while until screams were heard in the audience which signaled the turning point of the game. From all around the gymnasium an immense cheering, "Oikawa-senpai" could be heard from anywhere in the bleachers. Kurumi looked down to see a very attractive male waving to the crowd. Somewhat mesmerized by his looks, Kurumi secretly took a photo. She wrote in her notebook, "Oikawa, Aobajousai Captain, hot, looks good in all angles,"

"Eh! Er…" She scratched her head and turned a crimson red after realizing she had written subjective opinion instead. Without a moment's hesitation, she scribbled her pencil all over what she had written. Even the inexperienced Kurumi knew that Oikawa was someone to be feared. His leisure combined with the sheer skill he had was enough indication that he was someone on another level. However, the set ended in Karasuno's win.

* * *

><p>Kurumi was in high spirits after the match ended, secretly happy that they had won. She floated around with a stupid grin on her face while carrying the duffle bag with all her belongings. As she was waiting to file out of the gymnasium, her stomach let out a huge rumble and reminded her that she had not eaten anything. Her hands reached into the big duffle bag full of random items that she thought was going to be useful but ended up being useless instead and pulled out one of her boxed lunches.<p>

"I might as well eat this… after all, no one ended up eating them anyways," she muttered to herself as she unwrapped a sandwich and took a bite out of it.

Once out of the crowded hallways, Kurumi looked to the right and looked to the left.

"Where…. am I?" She blinked twice. Upon exiting the building, she had been following the exit signs but there was no sign of any of the Karasuno members or the bus that was supposed to transport them back to school.

"Did they leave without me?" A pang of nervousness hit her in the head and worries started to cloud her mind. She was never good at dealing with situations under stress. Pacing this way and that way, she started to mutter to herself various solutions until she was interrupted by someone.

"You're at the wrong exit," The voice called out to her, causing her to look up.

"Huh?" At the sight of this man, she gripped her bag even tightly, "You… you're…"

"Oikawa Tooru," He winked at her, "You were watching me during the match weren't you? Even though you should have been cheering for Karasuno. I see my popularity knows no bounds,"

Kurumi backed away slowly, planning to make a dash for it, "N…no, how did you know I was from Karasuno?"

"Your uniform," Oikawa pointed his index finger at her, "There isn't a girl's uniform that I can't recognize,"

He took what Kurumi considered a huge step closer to her, "What's your name? Here I'll help you get back,"

"K..Kurumi," She stuttered, feeling anxious about how he was treating her.

She held her duffle bag up to protect herself, "It's okay… you're dangerous!"

"Dangerous?" Oikawa grinned slyly, somewhat amused at how she was treating him like a monster, "Why? Have you fallen for me already?"

Kurumi raised her bag higher to cover her reddening face. She was not going to deny it, Oikawa was very attractive but he was too straight forward and his playful attitude scared her.

"Hm? What's this?" He reached into her bag and pulled out another sandwich.

"That's!" She exclaimed, as he nonchalantly bit into it,

"Hey, this isn't bad at all," He spoke while chewing, oblivious to what she was trying to convey to him.

"It's not for you," She muttered hopelessly.

"Hm?" Oikawa devoured half of it, intending to finish it before helping her return.

"She said, 'it's not for you,'" A voice repeated, causing the both of them to turn around to face a scowling Kageyama, obviously not amused. Kageyama grabbed the sandwich out of Oikawa's hands and glared at Kurumi. Her face was red from Oikawa's words and to Kageyama she was putting on a disgustingly pathetic expression while blatantly staring at him.

"Look at the knight coming to save-" Oikawa began to tease as he started to understand the situation, wanting to savor every minute of any chance he got to make fun of Kageyama.

"We're leaving, everyone's waiting for you," Kageyama grasped her wrist and led her towards the bus, not turning around.

"You've grown Tobio-chan, but you're not a man yet!" Oikawa shouted behind them, chuckling to himself. Oikawa had lost the match this round but he was not planning to lose the next because that was just how his personality was.

* * *

><p>Hello! So I'm alive I just... had no motivation to do anything... ha..ha.. anyways, my new years resolution is to keep writing, so you'll be seeing more of me! Hopefully. Sorry it's been so long but anyways, enjoy and remember to drop me a review!<p>
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	12. Chapter 12: Our respective thoughts

_"Feelings that no one had anticipated,"_

"Don't get caught into his pace like that," Kageyama said, looking forward. He faintly smelled of sweat from the precious match and his black hair swayed against the wind. Despite the fact that Kurumi was having difficulty keeping up with how fast he was walking, Kageyama pushed forward, somewhat annoyed by the brief encounter with Oikawa.

Still somewhat taken aback by someone she considered a celebrity, Kurumi's mind was hazy and in a daze. "Oikawa Tooru," She murmured mostly to herself, "So that's what he's like…"

Kageyama's ears perked up and abruptly stopped, causing her to collide with his back with a thump and for him to release his grasp on her.

"Don't get involved with him," He growled, picturing his sly smile, "He's not a good person,"

"I...I wasn't planning to!" She stumbled, raising her duffle bag to protect her once she realized how scary he looked when he talked about Oikawa.

Kageyama peered down at her cowering behind her bag which she believed could protect her from anything. To her surprise, his arm extended forward and his hands gripped a mushed sandwich. She quickly looked away, ashamed of the condition of her hard work. His hands fumbled with the wrapping but once part of it was ripped off, he confidentially took a large bite.

"Huh?" Kurumi lowered the bag hesitantly and observed his face which showed no change in expression but continued to chew furiously. Her eyes darted nervously from the food in his hand to his face to attempt to decipher his face.

With another enormous chomp, the sandwich disappeared into the depths of Kageyama's stomach. He finally spoke after there was nothing in his mouth, "It's good,"

"Thanks…" She blinked, once, twice, trying to process what he just said. _He just complimented me, right? _She thought to herself. His words echoed through her brain, multiple times until she could fully understand it.

"Let's go, everyone's waiting," Kageyama turned, letting out a huge breath, signaling the end of the conversation.

There was a strange atmosphere in the air as the duo walked in silence each pondering about their own respective thoughts. Everything that had happened this day seemed almost surreal for Kurumi, starting with the volleyball match against Aobajousai, to her encounter with the famed Oikawa and ending with Kageyama complimenting her. Her heart was racing for reasons she was not quite sure of herself but she knew that this sort of excitement was something she had not experienced before. Kageyama was also deep in thought because even though Karasuno had won the match, Kageyama felt as if he had just lost to Oikawa. The expression that was on Kurumi's face as she gawked at Oikawa seemed to not leave his mind and he could not help but compare it with the blank countenance that she had shown him when he complimented her. Complicated thoughts clouded Kageyama's mind and out of annoyance, he dashed onto the bus without saying a word to Kurumi.

* * *

><p>Arriving safely on the bus, Kurumi decided to take a seat next to Takeda-sensei instead of being with Yamaguchi and Tsukishima because of the earlier incident on the bus.<p>

"What was watching your first match like?" Takeda-sensei asked, genuinely curious about his student's experience.

Kurumi pulled her camera out of her bag, turning it on and sifting through the pictures, trying to remember the exact events that occurred in the gym.

"It was exciting," She admitted, surprised that she enjoyed it more than she thought she would, "I took so many photos, I just couldn't help it. A part of me wanted to capture the whole match so I could show everyone what this precise moment felt like when the audience cheered while the sound of the contact between the volleyball and the players hand echoed throughout the gymnasium,"

Takeda-sensei who was somewhat relieved, smiled, "You say it's just a hobby but you really do like photography, don't you?"

"N..no, I mean it's just a hobby, I'm just doing it for the newspaper club," Kurumi turned down the possibility right away, aware of the difficulties and how unrealistic it was for her.

A photo of Hinata at the peak of his jump was captured on her camera and it brought back a feeling of exhilaration and she wondered if the people who saw her photos also felt the same way.

"I just think that photos capture so much more than the image that they display," Kurumi explained as she stared at the photo of Hinata, "It almost tells a story and it stores that important memory into something physical so that no matter how much time passes, the proof of that feeling remains eternal, even if everyone else forgets it. Your surroundings may change, life will separate you from your friends one day, but this photo is evidence that something was once there,"

"Ah," Kurumi jumped out of her thoughts, suddenly wondering where she got the confidence to say that to a literature teacher, "Sorry, I was getting a little too…"

"I'm a teacher," Takeda-Sensei laughed, also somewhat taken aback at her honest confession, "I'm here to listen to you,"

"Do you want to see?" Kurumi flipped through her gallery of photos, trying to change the subject.

"Ah, that's Kageyama-kun and there's Hinata-kun and that is…" Takeda-sensei squinted through his glasses, trying to identify the foreign figure, "Isn't that Oikawa-kun?"

"Huh?!" Turning red again, Kurumi quickly changed the display to a photo of Tanaka, "I don't know why that's there… haha, when did I take that?"

* * *

><p>By the time the bus arrived at Karasuno, it was already dark outside and the members of the volleyball team grudgingly went inside to clean up. However, as soon as Kurumi got off the bus she quickly said her goodbyes and headed home right away. She felt a spark of inspiration from her photos and she was determined to make her newspaper article the best it could possibly be to support the photos she had taken from the match. Taking the fastest route she could, she rushed home and the first thing she did was start her report about the volleyball match against Aobajousai. She cracked her fingers and started to type, "The underdogs, Karasuno-"<p>

* * *

><p>"-were victorious in their match against one of the best Aobajousai. Could this possibly foreshadow a revival of the once powerful crows?" Kurumi read out loud from Karasuno's school newspaper, a copy in her hand. Her article as well as her photo had made it to the front page and yet she was upset, even frustrated at the results. The whole article was written around Karasuno's win but why was the front page photo the picture that she took of Oikawa?<p>

To make matters worse, here she was again, at the entrance of Aobajousai High, sent to get an exclusive scoop on the "Grand King", whose popularity had skyrocketed after her article was published. It seemed as if Karasuno's volleyball club was pushed under the radar and was overshadowed by Oikawa.

"What we want is what the readers want and what the readers want is Oikawa!" The newspaper club president's voice echoed in her head.

* * *

><p>As Haikyuu gets confirmed for a 3rd season, here I am! I apologize for the irregular updates and such. I hope most of you are still alive and well and will continue to follow me on this journey to complete this despite the strange gaps in updates! As always, thank you for sticking with me and reviews are appreciated!<p>

Stay tuned for the next chapter which will feature our infamous trash, Oikawa!


	13. Chapter 13: in the midst of children

_"Childish,"_

Kurumi's back swelled up with pride at the pictures that she took which she felt accurately depicted how Karasuno's volleyball team was growing. It had been a long time since she had the pleasure of freely taking pictures without anything weighing on her mind. She had almost forgotten that once upon a time, she had enjoyed the weight of the camera on her hands, how her precious memories could be preserved with just a click of her index finger. The newspaper club was supposed to be another activity she could write on her portfolio when she would apply to college in the near future, but she found herself using the newspaper club as an excuse to broaden her boundaries in photography.

"Surprisingly, your article is doing pretty well," The newspaper club president said, "and the article is attracting a lot of attention to volleyball. But what we want, is what the reader's want, which is this man!"

"But he wasn't even the focus of the article," Kurumi retorted, pointing at the content of her writing, "The point of the article was to inform the school about the restoration of our volleyball club,"

"I mean," The club president scratched the back of his head sheepishly, "It wasn't even an official match right, it was just a practice match, that doesn't prove anything. But the important part is, we sold about 10% more papers because of this picture! Who knew this kind of popularity could be beneficial to us, I mean initially, I was planning on just giving you a small column to write but with this explosive popularity…"

The newspaper club's president voice trailed off as Kurumi paced awkwardly in front of the gymnasium of Aobajousai high, slightly intimidated by her task. This was not the first time she had been here but this was the first time she was here alone without the support of the Karasuno Volleyball team. Her feet made dents in the dirt as she walked back and forth in the same area. With her trusty camera strung up on her neck, her phone which she was going to use as a voice recorder, and a memo pad filled with questions that she had brainstormed as well as questions that were taken from a poll of "top questions readers want to know about Oikawa Tooru, Kurumi felt prepared for battle. She was just having some trouble getting started.

"I just need to go in, be confident," She murmured to herself as if she was casting a spell as her hand hovered over the entrance of the door.

As her fingers lightly touched the steel doorknob, she squatted down and let out a frustrated "agh". She could just imagine Oikawa's proud smile and his straightforward attitude with females that caught her off guard several times. Surprisingly, she found herself getting nervous for what she considered to be absolutely no reason and it was more nerve wracking than the time she performed during her violin recital.

"Who are you?" A voice called out from behind her.

Kurumi abruptly stood up from her position and turned to face another tall male. Coughing in surprise, she dusted off her skirt and tried to look as professional as she could be.

"I'm uh… here for an interview?" Her voice squeaked as the intimidating male approached her.

Similar in height to Kageyama, the person in front of her was wearing Aobajousai's uniform, had hair that spiked upward and seemed somewhat uptight.

He sighed as he said to her, "Are you one of Oikawa's fans or something? His popularity never ceases to surprise me…"

"N..No! I'm not a fangirl, I was ordered to do so. It's for my school newspaper article," Kurumi could see him shaking his head in disapproval.

"That's what they all say," He muttered as he opened the door to the gymnasium and shoved her inside. Similar to Karasuno's gym, the smell of sweat, hard work and salon pas lingered in the atmosphere but there was something more refined about Aobajousai. Anyone could clearly see that the volleyball members were in the middle of practice as players were running up and down the courts, serving and receiving. She had seen only a small handful of the players during the match but compared to how many people were practicing right now, the chances that you would be able to play a match meant that you had to be the best of the best.

Kurumi tilted her head to the side to get a better look at the man next to her. He was definitely tall but he seemed so serious, as if he wouldn't be able to take a joke. Taking a glance at this angle, his face felt somewhat familiar but she wasn't able to recall his name.

"Oikawa!" His voice reverberated through the gym, clashing with the sound of smacks and the squeaking of shoes, "This is-"

At the sound of his name being called, Oikawa ran up to the duo from the back of the gymnasium and yelled, "Iwa-chan, you're late! Is that a girl? Is she your girlfriend?"

The foreign word rang from Oikawa's mouth into Kurumi's ear then into Iwaizumi's ear and they both looked at each other for a second.

"No!" They shouted in unison, showing their strong disapproval at Oikawa's statement.

Iwaizumi put his hand up to his mouth and coughed, "I've done my part, I'm going to practice!"

Kurumi froze on the spot and blatantly stared at Iwaizumi whose ears had turned a nice shade of pink. Feeling awkward at the sudden attention, Iwaizumi quickly retreated into the crowd of players. Laughing at his close friend's reaction, Oikawa playfully slapped Iwaizumi on the back and was met with an annoyed, "shut up,"

"Just kidding," Oikawa stuck out his tongue playfully, "I knew it was you, Kurumi-chan,"

"So you like the serious type. First Kageyama and now Iwaizumi…" Oikawa observed, turning to look at where Kurumi's gaze was.

She snapped back to her task at hand and retorted rapidly, "No, I don't!"

"Then what, is your face red because of me?" He pushed his face closer to hers in an attempt to steal her attention away.

Kurumi snapped backed into reality once she realized she was in the midst of a predator and hastily put up her notepad to protect herself. Taking a large step back, she fumbled with her notes and wiped the sweat from her palms on her skirt. Oikawa merely smiled at her antics and took a seat cross legged on the sidelines in a corner of the gym and tapped with his hand the spot right next to him. Disregarding his suggestion, she shot him a fearful look and sat what she considered a safe distance away from him. However, Oikawa scooted over anyways, pretending to be oblivious about her discomfort.

"First, we'll go through some questions… and then we can take pictures? Yeah," She quietly spoke, being careful not to accidentally make eye contact with him.

Oikawa, acting like an excited child, curled up into a ball, grabbed his knees and expectantly waited for the questions to come.

"Uh so the first one is, how did you start volleyball?" Kurumi read off the script in a monotone voice.

"The greatness of Oikawa started when-"He began to speak as if he was telling a story of a famed hero.

"Wait!" Kurumi, feeling like an amateur, interrupted him before he could go any further, "I forgot to record it… phone… where did it go?"

_Its right there, she must be really nervous._ He thought to himself as he watched as she looked completely frazzled and chuckled softly.

"It's here," He held up, "I can do it,"

Oikawa who was pretty smartphone savvy, set up the voice recorder and put it on his knees so that his voice could be clearly heard despite the cacophony in the background. To Kurumi's surprise, the interview ran smoothly without Oikawa pulling anything on her. Perhaps it was because Kurumi refused to meet his eyes but she could tell that much like everyone she had met so far, whenever volleyball was involved, a different side of them showed which shocked her every time it happened. Even with Oikawa, who she considered a dangerous man, when he spoke about volleyball, he did so with a passion somewhere deep within his heart that she could never recreate herself.

"The last question, which was the number one voted question from fans was, do you have a girlfriend?" Unaware of the actual question, after hearing what she had just said, Kurumi started to stutter.

"Are you sure you're not asking me out of your own curiosity?" Oikawa laughed, raising his eyebrow.

"I swear, it's not me! I'm just reading off the script… I wouldn't ask something like that! You're not that attractive… sort of…" Kurumi attempted to create some kind of explanation while flailing her arms.

"Actually," Oikawa began to answer, saving Kurumi from her embarrassment, "I have one but we're not doing so-"

"What?" With a loud outburst, Kurumi finally gained the courage to look at Oikawa directly, "Really? And you still act like that? Wow, so you had one!"

A smile finally decorated Kurumi's face as her heart calmed down at Oikawa's confession that he was already taken by someone else. Since he was already in a relationship, there was nothing for her to worry about because she was sure although Oikawa acted like this, he was a faithful man. Perhaps she was mistaking his friendly exterior for another motive and she was being uptight. She felt completely relaxed towards him now and felt like she could properly address him as a person kind of like an older brother figure instead of an idol like figure. The warning signs of danger subsided from inside her.

"Well, that concludes our interview, thanks!" She got up with the most confidence that she had shown this entire interview.

Oikawa stared confusingly at her sudden change in attitude and wondered what caused it.

"Now all we have to do is take some photos and that's it," Kurumi grabbed her camera which was around her neck excitedly, ready for her favorite part.

"O..okay," Oikawa who felt like he was losing the game, pulled out his final card.

"If we're taking pictures, we should take one of us too first right? For the memories," Oikawa swiftly transported to Kurumi's side and with her phone he quickly snapped a photo of the two of them. Much to his childish happiness, he found that she was blushing furiously in the photo which to him meant that he had not lost yet. After a few taps on her phone, Oikawa returned her phone.

"Uh, let's take photos," Kurumi took her phone from him and put it safely in her pocket.

Almost like a natural, Oikawa posed like a model and with his height and looks supporting him, Kurumi even admitted he could become an actor; if he ever gave up volleyball that is. The photoshoot went even effortlessly than the interview and they were able to finish even faster than she had planned. Feeling light hearted, Kurumi left Aobajousai, ready to write another article that would capture readers.

* * *

><p>When Kurumi returned back to Karasuno, she was rather curious about how her volleyball team was doing, so instead of going back home immediately, she took a detour to see how they were doing.<p>

"Practice is over," Kageyama called out as he met Kurumi on her way to the gymnasium.

"Ah, really? I thought I would be able to make it," Kurumi frowned, in a good mood after her interview was over.

"You missed him," Kageyama explained, ready to go home, "Our libero returned,"

Kurumi's shoulders slumped when she heard she missed a vital player on the team. Turning around to go to the school entrance where the both of them would disperse to their own houses, Kurumi and Kageyama walked side by side talking casually about their respective days.

"So where did you go today? You're usually at practice observing but you weren't here today," Kageyama attempted to ask without being too interested.

"I actually was at Aobajousai," Kurumi glanced at Kageyama trying to predict how he would react, "interviewing Oikawa,"

"Why?" Kageyama's face fell, recalling his last encounter with Oikawa.

"It was just-"As Kurumi tried to explain, something vibrated in her pocket.

"It's your phone," Kageyama said, stating the obvious, somewhat annoyed.

The duo was already at the point where their paths diverged and Kurumi paused for a moment, glimpsing at Kageyama, wondering if he was going to leave. But he stood there and waited.

"Well, open it," Kageyama ordered her, despite the fact that he was doing so out of curiosity.

From the moment Kurumi pulled out her phone out of her pocket, Kageyama's face turned into a scowl. Her lock screen, which was normally the default lock screen for her phone was changed into the selfie that Oikawa had taken on her phone. As usual, Oikawa was holding up the peace sign, smiling as if he had just won the lottery while Kurumi looked like a flustered deer in headlights.

"This…" Kurumi laughed awkwardly as she felt Kageyama stiffening, "This isn't my usual wallpaper, Oikawa-senpai must have changed it when he took it…"

To make matters worse, Kurumi's phone vibrated because of a message from "Tooru my love" with a bunch of heart emojis next to it.

"Thanks for today! I had fun ;)"

"This wasn't me either I swear!" Kurumi defended herself, "All I did was interview him!"

Kageyama who was exceedingly angry, grabbed Kurumi's phone from her hands, tapped the touch screen a couple of times and edited everything to his liking. The first to go was the wallpaper which he changed back to the default screen. The second thing he did was change Oikawa's contact name from "Tooru my love" to a bunch of poop emojis. The third thing that he did kind of hesitantly was to add his number in her phone.

"Are you done?" Kurumi stomped rather impatiently, "Stop being so nosy, Tobio-chan"

But with a single glare from Kageyama, Kurumi quieted down immediately and patiently waited for her phone to come back from the various modifications from Kageyama.

"Last thing," Kageyama stepped in front of Kurumi and snapped a quick photo in which he was glaring at the camera with Kurumi looking somewhat dumbfounded in the background. He safely returned her phone to her and without a word, went home.

Kurumi let out a long sigh when she looked at what Kageyama did, "How childish,"

* * *

><p>After Kurumi left, Oikawa was tired of today's events but regardless of his physical state he ran immediately into practice.<p>

"So," Iwaizumi brought up cautiously, "Who was that?"

"Just someone I met during the Karasuno practice match who just happens to be a journalist," Oikawa answered without much thought.

Oikawa suddenly tilted his head to peer at Iwaizumi who was attempting to inconspicuously wipe the sweat from his head with his towel. Iwaizumi felt the strong glare from Oikawa and scratched his neck awkwardly.

"Are you interested or something?" Oikawa smirked at Iwaizumi's actions that caught his eye.

Before Iwaizumi could answer with a solid no, Oikawa responded, "It doesn't matter, you can't have her because she's perfect method to tease my favorite Tobio-chan,"

"But if it's a girl you're looking for, I can introduce you to as many as you want," Oikawa stood up and playfully swung his arm around Iwaizumi.

"I don't care about girls!" Iwaizumi angrily brushed Oikawa off and ran to retrieve his water bottle.

Just then Oikawa's phone rang from his bag. Instinctively, Oikawa reached for his phone and unlocked it and he burst into laughter when he saw the message. With a photo of Kageyama filled with murderous intent and a very confused Kurumi, the content of the message read,

"Go away."

* * *

><p>I feel like this chapter was really long. The last couple of chapters were dedicated to Kageyama but the story will return back to the interaction between our trio soon. The small bit with Iwaizumi was me being selfish because I actually quite like Iwaizumi more than Oikawa at times... plus a huge character will be introduced soon! Look forward to it! In terms of how often this updates, I seem to be leaning towards monthly updates because of life but I always try to update as early as possible so please bear with me (I say that a lot). As always thank you for the kind words and reviews are much appreciated, thank you!<p> 


End file.
